NIGHT

of the allied organizations. Nobody interfered on their
behalf, because the local police thought that the per-
secution of theatrical vagabonds kept the French, English,
Russian, and Serbian agents busy without upsetting the
propaganda of the Germans, Austrians, Bulgarians, and
Turks. The only neutral artist nobody attempted to
interfere with was an American negro who danced night
after night in a tall silk hat and tails, and cheered every-
body up with the fancy that sooner or later the United
States must enter the war. He was in the middle of his
much admired sand step when Milton arrived at the
Tip Top to-night. They were great friends. He had
never let Milton stand him a drink since they met. So
now when the negro perceived that tremendous entrance
he took out of his pocket a small silk Stars and Stripes and
waved it in greeting, still lisping with his agile feet on the
sanded stage. Milton folded his arms and nodded gravely.
He hoped that the audience recognized the significance of
this salute by Columbia.

" Good evening, Jack," he rumbled, and then turned
sharply to gratify his sense of what was owing to his
importance by detecting signs of panic in the audience at
the sound of that dreaded voice.

But an odd thing happened. Instead of the audience
being thrown into a panic by Milton, one could have
vowed that Milton had been frightened out of his own
wits by the audience. And so he had by one member
of it. He gripped the crook of his heavy stick with
one hand and with the other he felt the reassuring
bulges in his pockets to say that the pistols were still
there. He wondered if the moonlight were making
him look pale. He leaned more heavily upon his stick*
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